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my Athumbain, break my heart. . . . When Prince Rama and his
brother lost the Princess Sita, they ran here and there with grief. But
their sorrow was nothing compared to mine. . . Yes, we all have to
suffer, we all have to die. Until we reach Nirvana, we shall go
through again and again this torture of grief, this torture of having to
lose always the ones we love. But this knowledge does not stay mv
tears. I am king, I am lord, I am above my wisest ministers. I am
wise, I know my religion, I have studied, and I have learned wisdom.
But when it comes to grief, my experience and my learning cannot
help me drowning in the ocean of my sorrow. . . . Athumbain,
Athumbain, where are you, my brother? Yes, you and I, brother,
are now burnt out and destroyed, as if ten suns had burnt us. For
what sin in previous lives do we perish thus? Athumbain, my
brother, in this forest glade, adorned with handsome-stemmed trees,
perfumed with jasmine-smells, we play our drama of tears.

[Enter away from the brothers, a ZAWGYEE.]

ZAWGYEE. At last, I have achieved what I desired, I have obtained
the philosopher's stone, and I have also become a zazogyee. My
stone can turn lead into silver, brass into gold. I have eaten that
compound of alchemy, which makes me above nature, above this
earthliness. I cannot be hit by bullets and bombs, and swords and
spears wound me not at all ... I can be king. But wrhat care I for
worldly power? Make way, make way, I wish to leave the abode of
human beings and retire to the forest. My lord of the orchestra,
please show me the beauties of the forest.

[He walks up and down as the orchestra plays. It stops.]
I have reached a lovely part of the forest . . . Look at the
flower-towers, look at the waterfall. Here is a streamlet, there is a
little pond. Here are pebbles and silvery sand. Green moss covers
that rock, green water flows silently down that stone. The heat of
the midday sun has no effect on the coolness of this peaceful place.
Short trees and tall trees, big trees and small trees, they stand side by
side and greet the wanderer in the forest . . . That fern clings to
its lover, that tree is defiant. This bush looks inviting, that bamboo
looks charming. That place under that tree is smooth-lawned. Did
some fairy play there before I came and frightened it away? . . .
What a lovely place! A poet can live here for ever to write his verses
on this beauty.

[He walks on and meets the two brothers.    He recognises the